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IN THE BIG TIME 



By John C. Adlerx 



■ »IG MOON WINSTON pushed out his fat 
lower Hp and glared at Tommie Jordan. 
"You're kind of a square," he said, "and you 
don't know anything, but we like you and 
we're going to l g t y° u i° on our ncxt i 0D " 

"I've pulled plenty." Tommie said defiantly. 

"You ain't done nothin' yet, kid. Why. you 
never got more'n ten bucks at a time. This is 
big. I'll give you a century note for this job." 

"A hundred dollars!" Tommie tried to keep 
the excitement out of his voice. "Just tell me 



what 



do!' 



Big Moon laughed, and his amusement was 
echoed by the three men with him in the room. 
"Now look. You've been living at 27 Roydan 
Street for sixteen years?" 

"Yeah." Tommie said. "I was born there." 

"And it's three doors away from Carter's 
Hardware Store?" 

"That's right. A classy joint. Carter's. Why, 
I bet they take in . . ," 

Big Moon held up a fat hand. "Sure. sure. 
We know all about it. Now look, we're going 
to knock over Carter's next Thursday after- 
noon. Everything's set. Our one problem is 
that somebody might walk into the store while 
we're pullin' the job. That's where you come 
in, Tommie. Being as you know the neighbor- 
hood, and all the people in it, you can be out 
in front and steer any nosies away. Think you 
can do it?" 

"Why; sure," Tommie said. "Why not?" 
That's like the time me'n Ed Duval stuck up 
old man Goldstein's candy shop. He . . ." 

"All right. Tommie, save it," Big Moon broke 
in. "Now look. At three thirty we'll drive up 
in a big black Pontiac, and you . . ." 

Royden Street was mostly tenement houses, 
and Carter's Hardware Store was at number 33. 
Its big glass show window, crammed with 
coffee pots, radio sets, baseball equipment, elec- 
tric phonographs and sets of woodworking 
tools, seemed strangely out of place, sandwiched 




as it was between the broken walls of one of 
the poorest neighborhoods of the East Side. 
But Carter's was the only hardware store with- 
in a radius of ten blocks, and it did a thriving 
business. But Mr. Carter had never broken 
himself of a very bad habit. He made only one 
bank deposit a week, every Friday morning. 
All the cash taken in during the week was kept 
in canvas sacks in a small room at the back 
of the shop. Mr'. Carter had faith in the human 

race. Mr. Carter had never had a robbery. Mr. 

Carter did not expect a robbery. 

On this particular Thursday afternoon there 

were no customers in the store. Most of Royden 

Street, and its immediate environs, were in their 

homes listening to their radios or watching 

their television sets. The World Series was 

being played. 

At three fifteen Tommie Jordan was standing 

in front of Carter's, .leaning against the glass 

show window, whistling. Mr. Carter, who had 

just come to the door, saw him. 

"Why don't you come in, Tommie? We've 

got the series on the radio." 
"No, thanks. But you go on back in. You 

don't want to miss anything." 

"Just getting a breath of air. Wish you'd 

come in." 

Tommie said nothing, but relaxed when Car- 
ter disappeared into the store again. He looked 
at his watch. Ten minutes to go. Big Moon 
would be exactly on time. 

At three twenty-five little Spivie Manchester 
came loping past, carrying a worn school bag 
over his shoulder. When he saw Tommie he 
slowed down to a walk. "Hi there, Tommie. 
How come you're out here?" 

"Just getting some air, Spivie. You'd bene: 
hurry home. The game is about half over." 

"I know," was the disgusted reply- "Miss 
Quinn kept me after school." The small boy 
started to run again, looking back over his 
shoulder. "So long, Tommie." 
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It was three twenty-seven. 

Three minutes later a large black Pontiac 
sedan pulled up across from the hardware store, 
and Tommie, looking directly ahead, still whis- 
tling, nodded several times. Out of the corner 
of his eye he saw three men emerge from the 
car, cross the street and go into the store. One 
man remained behind the steering wheel. He 
had not turned off the motor, which purred 
softly. 

Two minutes later old man McAdams came 
trundling along in his hand-operated wheel 
chair. He slowed down just before he reached 
the entrance to Carter's and was apparently 
about to turn into the store, but Tommie went 
over to him. He placed his hand on the old 
man's thin shoulder. 

"Where 'ya goin', Mac?" 

"Why, Tommie, my boy. Thought you'd be 
listening to the game. I'm going in there to 
see Ollie. The sprocket on my chair's loose 
again, Ollie always fixes it for me." Mr. Mc- 
Adams started to turn the crank which set his 
chair in motion, but Tommie held him back. 

"I don't think Ollie's there this afternoon. 
You'd better get on home, Mac. It looks like 
rain." 

The old man looked up at the sky. "Does 
a little, at that. But this won't take Ollie long." 

Tommie glanced over at the car across the 
street, and saw that the driver was glaring at 
him, and making jerking motions with his head. 
Tommie bit his Hp, and glanced into the store. 

"Come on, Mac, I'll take you home. I'll fix 
your sprocket myself." He started to pull the 
chair away from the store entrance. 

The old man wiped his mouth with his thin, 
gnarled hand. "What's the matter with you, 
Tommie? Why don't you want me to go into 
the store?" 

"Why nothin', nothin', Mac. Only , if Ollie's 
not there it's no use your goin' in, is it?" Tom- 
mie glanced through the door again. 

Suddenly there was a scuffling noise from 
inside the store, and the sound of heavy foot- 
steps and three men came tearing out. They 
saw the wheelchair, and twisted to their left 
to avoid it, but "the heel 6f Big Moon's shoe 
caught the chair and sent it spinning. Big 
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Moon fell heavily to the ground and the old 
man was thrown onto the sidewalk. He lay 
there, his body helpless, but his face contorted 
with fear and anger at the same time. 

The driver of the car across the street was 
revving up his motor, and had opened the 
rear door. 

For a moment Tommie stood motionless, ob- 
viously undecided as to his course of action. 
He was part of Big Moon's gang, and as such 
owed allegiance to him. On the other hand, Old 
Man McAdams was his lifelong friend, and, he 
suddenly realized, so was Mr. Carter. 

The old man started calling out at the top 
of his shrill voice for the police. And suddenly 
Tommie was glad. He would have to take his 
punishment, too, but at least he had learned 
his lesson. He realized just in time what a 
terrible thing he had almost done. 

Big Moon by this time had regained his feet, 
but with a sudden spurt of strength, Old Man 
McAdams lifted his body from the sidewalk, 
shoved the wheelchair, and caught Big Moon 
just behind the knees. Big Moon whirled, and 
kicked out. His foot landed with a hollow thud 
on the old man's chest, and McAdams fell back. 

*a^OMMIE acted instinctively. He snatched 
off his shoe and hurled it at Big Moon's 
head. Halfway across the street, Big Moon was 
hit squarely in the back of the neck. Tommie 
plucked off his other shoe and threw it with 
all his force toward the driver.of the get-away 
car. It hit him on the side of the face. 

Like a shot Tommie was across the street, 
fighting to tear the men from the car. He 
gripped the open door of the car with one hand, 
lashed out at the round face behind him with 
the other, and rolled his head and shoulders, 
trying to pull away from the men inside the 
car, who were trying to yank him inside. 

There was a sudden, shrill whistle, the sound 
of running feet, and his> body dropped as the 
tension on it was released. The voice he heard 
seemed to come from a long distance. 

"All right, you men, put your hands up." 

From the sound of it, that would be patrol- 
man Grady. 

THE END 
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HERE | I'LL SAV THEY'RE ODD. 1 1 AT THE FOOT OF SINCE THEYfeE 
THEY j I'VE NEVER SEEN ANY- \ OVERHEAD FALLS/ A SO RARE THEV 
ARE./ / THINS LIKE TH6M BEFORE? \ WE COMBED EVERY SHOULD BE 




I NEVER STOLE*} 1ELL i. TORY TO 
ANYTHING IN / MEDICINE MAN.' 
MY LIFE/ I < AND MAKE NO < 
CAN EXPLAIN ) NOl^E OR YOU 
EVERYTHING// NO LIVE TO REACH 
< TOBAGEE. VILLAGE.' 
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WE USE BACK ) NO WONDER THOSE 
ENTRANCE/ /TWO HUNTERS WERE 
NO ONE WILLING TO TAKE 
SEE US Vf ONLY A THOUSAND 
GO THI^> / > DOLLARS FORTH05E 
WAY/ / £ STONES/ I'LL HAVE 
V TO MAKE THE 
MEDICINE MAM 
BELIEVE A 
k STORY-' 
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©W THE WW BACK TO CATTLE - 
KILL VALLEY , TOW LETS DOW 
TftKE OVER VHE COACH^WN I 
Q. MD IT RIDES INTO "TQYW- 

.jell, don I now Wore gold 
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